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SBYNOPSIS,

CHAPTER TIL—ilchard Lightnut, an
American with an affected English ne-
Etlh recelves o present from a friend in

na.

CHAPTER 1I.—The present proves to
®e o palr of r Lynmnn, .-\ lotter hints of
surprises to the wearer

CHAPTER ITL—Lightnut dons the pa-

mas and Inte nt night geta up for o
moke, His servanl, Jenking, comes in
and, falling to recognize Lightnut, nt-
tenipl# to put m out. Thinking the ser-
want ornzy, Ligzhtnut changes his clothes
tntending to summon help, When he re-
appenrs Jenkine falls on his noeck with

¥, confirming Lightnut's bellef that he

orney,

CHAPTER IV.—Jenkina tells Lightnut
of the encounter he had with a hideous

Chinaman dressed in pajamas,
CHAPTER V—In a message from his
end, Jack BEllings, Lightnut I8 asked
put up "the KW' far the night on his
¥ home from college. Later Lightnut
ds n beautiful glrl in black pajamas if

room,.
CHAPTER VIL—Lightnut (s shocked by

;\khlrlw deinking, smoking and slangy

CHAPTER VII—Bha tells him her name
8 Trancls and puzzles him with a story
of her love for her slster's room-mate

med Frances. Next morning the gir

misslng and Lightnut hurries to the
at to see her off. He Is accosted by
® husky college boy, who <¢alls him

Dicky,” but he does not see the girl.

CHAPTER VIII—Jack Billings calls to
spoend the nlght with Lightnut, They dis-
oover pricesless rubles hidden In the but-
fons of the pojamas,

CHAPTER IX—DBillilngs dons the pa-
Jamas and retires,

CHAPTER X—Lightnut later discovers
in his apartinent & beefy person in mut-

n-chop whiskers and wt-urlng pajamns,
enkins calls the police, eclare the
ntruder to be o criminal, called “Foxy
Qrandpa.'”

CHAPTER XI-The Intruder declares
E Is Lightnut's guest and appenls to the

tter In valn,

CHAPTER XII—He s hustled off to
Sall,

CHAPTER X111-In the morning Light-
put Is astonished to find Billings gone,
and more astonished when he gets o mea-

e from the latter, demanding his
clothes. Lightnut, bound for Tarrytown,
Billing's home, discovera “Frances,” the
girl of the pajamas, on the train,

CHAPTER XIV-=Lightnut speaks to
her and alludes to the night before. BShe
declares Indignantly that Lightnut never
saw her in black pajamas. At Tarrytown
Frances isa met by & husky college youth,
who halls Llilllnu: as "Dicky." The lat-
tar Ignores the boy, who then threatens
to thrash him for ommdlnm Frmeu
Lightnut takes the next traln home.

CHAPTER XV-HBillings l!farml over
the outrage of hin arrest. He and Light-
nut discover mysterious Chinese charac-
ters on the pajamaos,

CHAPTER XVI-Professor
r{ In called In to
glyphics,

CHAPTER XVII-He raves over what
Be calle the lost slik of Bi-Ling-Chi,

CHAPTER XVIII—The writing declares
that a person wearing the amas will
take on the semblance of the previous
wearer. The professor borrows the pa-
Jamas for experiment,

CHAPTER XXIII.

Doogenber-
Interprat the hiero-

The Flmlty Black Sheep,

Presently 1 got in & word:

“Then judge, I have your mrmlr
slon to speak to Francea?”

“Permission?" He lifted his hlndl
and eyes. “"You certalnly have, my
boy—don't I make it clear? Why,
I'm simply delighted—and grateful—
oh, so grateful to you!"

And, by Jove, he meant it—there
was no mistaking his fervemecy! But
it made me feel llke a sllly ass, you
know. Custom or no custom, it just
made me a bit nifty to think her
father would speak this way. Might
be good form, but it appeared rotten
taste—lote of things seem that way,
dash it! BSuggested this to Pugsley
once, but he was #o devlllsh shocked
couldn't eat his luncheon—wasn't able
to fetch a dashed word for four hours!

“Why, Lightnut,” he dropped to a
chair, leaning forward, with shining
eyes, “you can’t possibly know what
this means just at this time! Why, Iif
you hadn't offered to speak to Kran-
els, it's not likely that any one else|
ever would!”

“Judge!" [ ejaculated, shocked.

“Who would want to! And nel

maced borribly.

“Oh, I say now!” I protested warm-

"Hy boy, I tell you I know—you
don't!” He lifted his hand eloguently,
deflecting the corners of his mouth-—
oh, such a way! “No, siree, ] tell you
there's not another living man would
dare chance It!™ He threw himself
backward, puffing his cheeks at me
and walling his eyes rrightfully. “In
fuct, hereabouts—where Francis Is
known, there have been two men—
only just two—who ever had the te
merity to do 1t”

“Oh!" I commented. Wondered if
one of these was the other chap she
was engaged to,

He proceeded lmpressively: “"One
of these, my dear sir, Was our rector
—a most charming and venerabls old
man, now nearly elghty-three and par-
tially parslyzed and deaf: lives &
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gweet, patlent lire afl alone, you know,

with no one in the world to care for
him. Well, air,” he stiffened dramat-
jeally, levellng one finger at me, “do

you think that Francis would even |
listen to him?"

Did 1?7 Well, dash it, did 17

But 1 tried to mumble something |
polite.

“And then—" he puffed as he re-
lighted hin elgar, “thera's Jack’s chaul.
feur, you know."

“Eh, Jack's—what's that?” I gripped
the arms of my chair,

“Yes,” he nodded, “Jack's chauf-
feur. Oh, 1 wus so disappointed at
the result of his effort!" The old
gentlemun slipped back In his chair
with a sigh, "1-‘1-nncla just swore at
him, you know!'

“Hy Jove!" | mannged to get out—
and yet, somehow, [ was r:lml'lllami
[:anqmi ahout it

“You !lt-v"" And he spread out hm
hands. “Absolutely no sense of ap-

Litrtn Wns ne nad stared ot me 8o
and seemed go oddly surprised, T Just
worked off some jolly apologetic rube
bish and got out, Pugsley thought L
must have violnted some rotten, sllly
Inw of commercinl ethics—that sort of

thing, you know; declared that his at-
torney had had the dashed imperti-
nence once to ask him about some in-
vestments, go he got another man and
gave him a power of what's-lts-name,
Never wns bothered now, he sald, by
checks or reports or any boring dis-
tractions of that sort, this man just
kept him supplied with money, and
once in a while he scrawled hix name
on something—all he bad to do. Dev-
{lish =imple, you see, but then Pugsley
le so Ibgenlous, so—oh, clever, you
know,

“H'm!" coughed the judge. “HEHr—
h'm!" And [ stopped enapping the
thinking

cover of my cigarette cnse,

preclation, you observe; and it h:m'
seemed such a splendid chance! Yo::| o
sen they had been &0 intimulc—oh.|
are still, for that matter” .

I caught my breath. “In—intimate!™ |
I stammered. “You don't mean Fran-|
ces ond this ehauffeur?” |

“Oh, yes," earclessly, “Scoggins ig |
all right; wvery superior yYoung mnn
for his position—fomnd ol Francis, you
know, and | really think has great inu-
fluence.” He pulfed complacently on |
Instent. “IMact is, they are nlways to- |
gether when Francls I8 anme"—pull |
—*motoring, boating, ar els¢ off some-
where camping together.”

“Wha-2t—what's that—mnot camp.
ing?" I looked at him aghast. “0n, |
come now, judge—really you don't|
mean that, do you—not camping to-
gether?"

I spoke excitedly, myt he just stared
at me with an expression of blank sur-
prise

“Eh? Why, certainly, my dear boy
—for weeks at a time—and why not?"
tils shift manifested some Impatience,
“Pshew, Lightnut,” he growled, flick-
ing his ash, "what's the odde—why be
so partlcular? 1 don't mind!" He
jammed als hands into hls trousers
pockets till it seemed he would go
through them. "I tell you, I'm glad
I'm democratic!"

“On!"™ I uttered, seeing a light.

B0 that was it! Waell, in any case,
I knew now that I was a republican,
by Jove! Never did know belore
what I was and it was a devlilsh re-
llef to find out. Half made up my
mind, then and there, I would vote
next election—never had, you know;
few of our set ever did. Pugsley, for
ane, held it to be doubtful form.

“Bright, self-made young man,” I
caught as I came back. By Jove, he
was still talking about that beastly
chauffeur! *“Such flne morals, you
know."

“Oh, dash it, yes!” And [ think
this must have been when [ broke the
corner out of a filling,

‘“That was why | was so sorry he
falled with Francis,” he cantinued re-
gretfully; “but you may succeed bet-
ter—coh, 1 don't know but what It will
do just as well!"

“Thanks—er—awfully!” I
mured weakly.

“Oh, I think so—oh, yes!"” He bobbed
his head as though he were quite re-
glgned to it—then went on thought-
fully:

“And anyhow, if Francls finds you
are in deadly earmest, why it—" His
yolce dropped off musingly: "Well, &
belleve that would make it easier—
oh, lots easler for Scoggins.”

I blinked a little with my free eye.

Wasn't sure, you know, but some-
how It seemed to me & rum thing to
say—almost offensive, dash it! But
then, for that matter, everything was
rum of Jate—so that counted for noth-
ing. Fact was, It just seemed to me
ke there was something In the air—
everybody seemed so queer—well, jol-
ly muddled, 1 shguld call it! ldea
had been gradually coming to me that
1 was the only one who appeared to
have any clear understanding of
things; and somehow the realization
just made me devilish nervous—the
responsibility, don't you know!

And just then the judge looked sud-
denly &t hls watch, muttered some-
thing, and hitched up to the table
strewn with papers. He bent over
these with a frown, coughed oddly,
glanced at me—and bent again with a
mutter, Of course, | saw he was an-
noyed over sudden consclousness of
the break he had made, and was striv-
ing to cover his embarrassment.

And, by Jove, It seemed to me he
ought to feel embarrassed, for the
very rummest thing yet was this
cragy infatuation for this Infernal
chauffeur, It was pitiful—oh, dis-
gusting, 11 you ask me—and the more
s0 because it was something she dld
pot share. I knew she didn't, you
know! No, it was plain enough, dash
it, that between her father and this
mucker of & chauffeur, my poar dar-
ling was being crowded to the what's
itsname. This was what she had
moant—had hinted at-—and, by Jove,
[ was ready to wager anything on it}
eager to puc ap all I was worth, you
know!

Didn't know, dash it, how much I
wus worth, Weut down in Wall street
one day and asked old Morley, my
man of affalrs, but forgot what he
sald. Never could remember after-

mur-

ward whether It was one million or
ten and always hated to ask again.

“"H'm!" Coughed the Judge,

he was about to say something, but
he did not look up. BY Jove, how I
wished that he were really busy, so
1 might slip out without danger of
offending him! But I was aftrald to
chance it—dld go want to rub him
right, don’t yvou know, on account of
Frances, Knew he was still feeling a
bit plucked over his slip of the tongue
—showed plalnly he was bothered,
vou know; you could tell by his puck-
ered brows and the way he kept
clearing his throat. 8o meantime,
knowing that the best thing was to
appear unconsclous—just glve bim
time, you know—I fell carelessly to
jingling some coing In my pocket and
tapping my foot upon the hardwood,
a8 | hummed a devilish neat little air
from La Juive that I almost knew by
heart:

“Qu'll, l'apprenne de vous?
Helas, je vous implore, benlsses mon
epoux—"

By Jove, I bad just got that far,
when be shook his head with a kind
of snort, threw down bhis pen, and
got to his feet, facing me with a slckly
smile,

“l am golng to ask you to excusse
me, mYy dear Lightnut'—came right
out frankly like that, you know! “But
the fact ia—" he opened and shut his
watch—nervously, you know—"l have
Just realized how—"

But I stopped him—coulda't let him
go om, of course: “Oh, 1 say, you
know! Not amotber word, my dear
Judge—I don't care a jolly bang, dash
it!* And to show bhim,6 I smiled, got
cut a cigarette, and perched kind of
sidewise on the edge of the table.
‘I'm not & bit sensitive, don't you
know!™

He stared. *“Indesd, no—I see you
are mot!” he sald warmly.

I drew = light & bit airily. “Of
course,” I puffed, “what you are think-
fng of is your servant, but 1"—I shot
him & light wink—"I've got to think a

little sbout my own affair, don't
you—"
“Lightnut!” He caught me by the

arms, his face reddened almost biack.
“My dear boy, ten thousand pardons!
I assure you—"

“That's just all right, judge,” 1 re-
mesured bhim soothingly. “All I am
holding out for is just to be sure we

understand each other about Fran-
ces—that I may be sure I have your
authority—"

‘S0 that's It!" He relaxed with a

deep breath. Then quietly: “My dear
boy, you make me ashamed of my-
solf—I was rude!” And h4% shook my
hand. “Yes, indeed—you just go right
ahead; almost anything is preferable
to the viclous life Francis is leading—
anything!” He slghed and his volce
dropped confidentinlly: “I'm afrald
even you would be discouraged if 1
told you of one or two dlsgraceful epl-
sodes at Cambridge—I know Sooggins
would be!"

Scoggine agaln—slways Beoggins!
Dash Scogginsd Of course he would
be dlscouraged, but I should not. Dev-
ilish simple reason, you know—
wouldn't belleve it, by Jovel

“Yes, 1 learned all about it from
my daughter when she came home,”
he proceeded gloomily; *“she feels that
In & measure it has marred Miss Kirk.
land’'s visit with her.”

Miss Kirkland! 1 recalled now that
that was the name of the girl from
China. By Jove, I preferred to think
of har a8 the Crumn!

(CONTINUED NEXT WEEK)
Hm;: your Watches, tg.lo::l
and Jewelry repaired al 's
Jewelry Store. All work guar-
anteed.

And the way you want it in

Haircuts, Shaves, Shampoos,
Massages

and all other work of a first-class shaving parlor.
Your bath is waiting.

Try us once,

STREAN & SON.

Stickney GasolinéEj 'fgj!!_é*"'-

ARE THE BEST g

A Good lnyesfmmf

You wouldn 't sell vour sucking pics bes
cause they are
> and they are @ good westthent. A

engine on ;ourj wim s a better investment.

EXCLUSIVE AGENT BT IREF

J. B. BRleOW -

ot o o LiLS moanegy

alickney

M()nmc hlt\ 4 Mo.

ALL WORK

DAWSON & SETTLE

Are prepared to do
all kinds of general

Blacksmithing and
Repair Work.

Any kind of Vehicle built to
order.
Painting and Rubber Tiring
Horse Shoeing by
Experienced Shoers.

DONE RIGHT.

asy Trip Through

vacation trip?

of wonders,

body. Your trip will be all

your plans early.

Tellowstone Park.

What can wipe out the weariness of a hard winter like a good
And nowhere else in all the world are there so
many curious and awe-inspiring sights as in Yellowstone Nat-
ional Park. The journey to the entrance itself via the Burling-
ton Route is full of pleasure and once inside, you are in a world
Your tour of the park may be made by a stage-
coach with stops at perfectly appointed hotels, or if you care
for tent life you can spend a glorious week in camping out,
Day after day is filled with eye delighting geysers, mountain
vistas that stretch to heaven, rocks the color of a sunset, and
strange tumbling rivers that plunge thousands of feet in thun-
dering falls. You will come home made over in mind and
the more enjoyable if you will let
me help you plan it and get your copy of our folder.

Begin

J. L. LYON, Agt., C. B. & Q. R. R.

OR WRITE

W. A. LALOR, General Passenger Agent,
208 N. Broadway, St. Louis, Mo
(= TR S S s S SR S S ==t ===

The Tree Butcher.

Fortunately the tree butcher has
not been so busy in Monroe this
season as usual. Monroe City is
blessed with a fine lot of shade
trees, but the larger per cent of
these trees show the effects of bad
care or rather poor judgment in
shaping and training. Just why a
person will persist in cutting out
the top of a tree is one of the un-
solved mysteries and one which
geems no nearer solution as the
world moves on. Of course or-
chardist and fruit raisers have
learned to prune their trees proper-
ly, but as @ usual thing most any-

one is allowed to whack away on
a shade tree without regard to con-
ditions or knowledge of the busi-
pess. The most grand and beauti-

"ful object in the whole vegatable

kingdom is the tree and most any
kind of tree is beautiful or can be
made so by very little care and pa-
tience. The first object in planting
trees in parks, lawns and along
highways is for the shade they af-
ford and the nextis to beantify.
Now why not care for a shade tree
with a view of obtaining these ob-
jects in the shortest time and leav-
ing the tree in the best possible
condition. Improper training re-
tards the growth of a tree and to
cut the top out of it shortens its
life.

Down in the state of Mississippi
four farmers fought with shot guns
over a dog. There is only one of
them living now and he is in jail
charged with murder,




